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we both fell to the ground, while the poor woman made ofF.
I was at a disadvantage, as I had only my dressing-gown on:
but I held the stick with one hand, and with the other tried
my best to strangle hi**i. I squeezed so hard that his tongue
lolled out, and he was forced to let go of my hair, which he
had grasped, for fear of choking. I then gave him one
good blow on the head, before re-entering my room. As
soon as I was dressed I went out and found a peasant with
a cart, who promised to take me to Gorice in time for din-
ner.
I was packing up my things, when one of the servants
came to say the count begged I would speak to him a mo-
ment. I wrote in French, that after what had happened we
must not meet, except away from his house. A moment latet
he appeared in person.
*As you will not come to me, I have come to you/ he
said.
cWhat do you wish to say to me?'
'That in leaving my house in this manner you are dis-
gracing me, and that I will not allow you to go.'
cReally! I should like to know how you will prevent
me?'
CI can, at least, prevent you going alone, for honour
demands that we leave together.'
cAh! now I understand you; go and get your sword or
your pistols, and you will find that there is room in my cart
for two.3
cNo, you must leave with me in my carriage, and after
having dined with me.'
'I should be considered mad if I eat with you. Our fight
is known to the whole village, now, and an ugly story
it is!'
'Then I will dine here with you; people can say what they
like. Send away your cart, and at least try to prevent any
further scandal.'
I was obliged to give way to him, and he remained with
me till noon, trying to persuade me that I was in the wrong.

